! 


CALADONIA. 

To  which  are  added, 

Q^men  Mary  sLainentation 

•  TheMaiaoftlieMilL 
Despairing  Mary. 

(         PATRIOTIC  SONG, 
■i^obody  coming  to  Marry  Me. 


STIRLING: 
rvintecl  and  Sold,  by  M  ^asaall, 


CALADONIA* 


i^eit  groves  o'  s#eet  myrtle  let  forcigu  laiv^s  reefed 
,  oh,.         ^  " '  ■  . 

Wiiere  bright»tie^tnidg  simmer  exhale  their  per^ 
fume, 

Fas?  djsarer  to  me  yon  lone  glen  6*  green  brecken, 
Wi'  the  burn  steaiidg  under  the  Idng  yellow 
bFoonif 

Far  fearer  tb  me  are  yon  humble  green  bowers. 

Where  the  bllie-beU  and  gowan  lurk  iowly„  nn*; 
aeeWj,  ^ '  ^  •  ■ 

For  there,  lightly  trippiiiig,  among  the  wild  flowers 
A-listning  the  liniiet^  iA  tv^ders  my  Jean, 

Though  rich  is  the  bree^se  in  their  gay  siinny  valley, 

And  auld  Caladonia^B  blast  oti  the  wave ; 
Their  sweet  scented  woodlands^  th^t  skirt  the  ptoud 
palace. 

What  ate  they  ?— -the  hunt  o*  the  tyrant  and 
slave,.  ^ 

The  slave  s^Scy.forests,  and  gold  bubbling  foUntiitis 
The  brave  CadMonian  views  wi*  disdain  ; 

He  wanders  as  ffee  lb,  the  wind  on  his  mountain^ 
Save  Love'i  willing  fi^tters^^the  chains  of  his  Jean 
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QUEEN  MARY'S  LAMENt ATIOK. 

sing  and  lament  me  ia  vain, 
ihofie  walls  can  byt  echo  my  moant 

^las ;  it  kicreai»€S  my  pain, 
when  1  think  on  the  days  that  are  gone, 

'hrough  th^  gate  of  my  priacn  i  see, 

the  birds  as  they  wanton  in  air, 
ly  heart  how  it  pants  to  be  free, 

my  looks  they  are  wild  wish  dispah  . 

'  bove,  though  opprcst  by  my  fate» 
I  I  burn  with  contempt  for  my  ft)e% 

'  |hougb  fortune  has  alter'd  my  state, 
Uhe  ne'er  can  subdue  me  to  those. 

jilse  woman^  in  ages  to  come, 
,  I  thy  malice  detested  shall  be, 

ad  when  we  are  cold  in  the  tomb, 
^  fsomc  heart  will  still  sorrow  for 

1  roofs  where  cold  damps  and  dismay^ 
'  with  silence  and  spUtude  dwell, 
m  comfortl#66  passes  the  day  ? 
bow  sadly  toila  the  evening  bell ; 

e  owls  from  the  hattlemecit  cry, 
iollow  wmds  seem  to  murmur  around,, 
Mary !  prepay  thee  to  die, 
ny  blood  it  ruhs  cold  at  the  eou^ 


THE  MAID  OF  THE  MILL.' 

VvB  talk'd  and  pratlle'd  to  fifty  fi|j^  maids^ 
And  changed  them  as  oft,  do  you  see ; 
Pve  talk'd,  &c. 
But  of  all  the  fair  maids  that  dance  on  the  grecit 
The  Maid  of  the  Mill  for  nae. 
The  Maid  of  the  Mill  for  me. 


There^s  fifty  young  ^en  have  toM  mc  fine  tales, 

^  And  call'd  me  their  fairest  she ; 

There's  fifty  young  men,  ^c. 

®ut  of  all  the  ^ay  youths  thit  sport  on  the  greei 
Young  Harry's  the  lad  for  me, 
Young  Harry^s  Ihe  I^d  for  me. 


Mer  eyes  are  as  bl^ck  as  the  sloe  in  the  hld^e. 
Her  cheek  like  the  bloasom  in  May  ; 

Her  eyes,  &c*.  Igg^ 

Her  teeth  are  as  white  as  the  new-^ihorn  ftoci£|  J  |  jy 
Her  breath  like  the  new-made  hay : 

The  new-ma^d^  hay,  the  new-made  hay>  js,. 
Her  breath  like  liie  newmade  hay.  " 


He's  tall  and  straight,  like  the  poplajr  tcee^ 
His  cheeks  are  as  fresh  as  a  i'o^e ; 
He*s  tall  artH  i5traight/«^d» 
He  locks  like  a""Sputrd  of  high  degrcii 

Wh^^n  dre&&*d  iti  hk  lSunthAy,l^l6th,f| 


Viih  hugging  and  kiisiitg  to  church  we  will  g^^ 

And  be  marry'd  and  lanouish  no  more  ; 
I  With  hugging  and  kiasingy  &c2 

rbe  belts  they  shall  ring>  and  the  music  8ha;ll  pl^iy. 
The  Maid  of  the  Mill  will  ancore. 
The  Maid  of  the  Mill  will  encore. 


'  DESPAIRINO  MARy. 

Mary,  why  tlnis  waste  thy  youth  time  in  sorrow  ? 

I See  a*  around  you  the  flowers  sweetly  b!aw, 
Blythe  sett  the  sun  o'er  the  wild  cii&  o*  Juraj^ 
Blythe  sings  the  mevis  in  ilka  green  shaw, ; 
How  can  this  heart  e*er  mair  think  o'  pleasure, 
Sintmer  may  smile  but  delight  I  have  nane ; 
I  Cauld  in  the  grave^ies  my  hearts  I  o»ly  treasure, 
Nature  seems  dead  since  my  Jamie  is  gane. 

'  This  'kirchief  he  gave  me  a  true  lovers  token, 
Dear,  dear  to  me,  was  the  gift  for  his  sake, 
I  wear't  nearjmy  heart,  but  this  poor  heart  is  broken 

I  Hope  died  wi*  Jamie,  and  left  it  to  break, 
Sighing  for  him,  I  lie  down  in.  the  Veningi, 
Sighing  for  him,  1  awake  in  the.  morn, 
Spent  were  my  days,  a'  in  secret  repining, 
Peace  to  this  bosom  can  never  return. 

Oft  have  we  wandered  in  $weetest  retirement, 
Telling  our  loves  'neath  the  moon's  silent  beam#; 
Sweet  were  our  meetings  of  tender  endearniient^ 
But  fied      thsse  joys  lik?^  fl^et  passing,  drearaj 


Gruri  remembrance  I  ah^  who  wUt  thou  wreck  me 
Brooding  o'er  joys  that  for  ever  are  flown, 
Cruel  remeinbrance  !  in  pity  forsake  me, 
Fle#  to  $ome  bosom  where  gfi^^k  mkBOUrn^ 


Mt  Brethren,  now  we're  met  again, 
To  show  what  spirit  we  maintain^ 
And  that  we  ever  are  the  same. 

To  meet  the  French  in  the  piorai'ng. 


Then  Bonaparte  are  ye  waking  yet, 
Or  are  your  boats  all  ready  yet,; 
Uppnlour  shores^  when  ye  Vhink  fi.t^ 
We'll  meet  ye  in  the  morniog* 

Tho'many^  powers  you  have  undon^et 
And  nearly  Europe  over-run. 
The  reason's  obvious  as  the  sun, 
They  lay  o'er  lang  in  the  morning. 
Then  Bonaparte,  &c. 

You're  well  aware  it  is  the  case. 
Where'er  you  saw  a  British  facey 
You've  found  it  to  your  sad  disgrace, 
ThJ@it  they  should  rise  in  the  rooming, 
Then  Bonapart(?|  &c. 


A  PATRIOTIC  SONG, 


TUKE— JONNY  CoPEa 


^HORUS. 


1 

nt  6f  our  patrtdtff,  itt  the  dark^ 
y  try  to  aid  you  in  your  •*  wark 
n>  muzzrdy  they  eau  oidy  bark^ 
Ind  loungers  prove  in  the  morning^^ 
Then  Bonaparte>^. 

ir  i^iteous  measures  to  ful^l, 
linst  our  trade  you  try  your  sldll » 
t  that  won't  bring  us  td  your  will 
Vhile  we  can  rise  in  the  morning* 
Then  Bonapattet 

Brethi!'en»  then,  just  to  display 
'  sentiments  on  such  a  day« 
mit,  me^  in  your  name^  to  say 
iTe^U  meet  the  Freniih  in  the  morning* 
Then  Bonapayte>  ^<^. 


iNdBObY  COMING  TO  MARRY  ME. 

at  night  the  dogs  did  bark^ 
went  to  the  gates  to  see  <s 
m  every  lass  had  her  sparky 
It  nobody  comes  to  me. 

Its  p  dear  what  shall  become  of  me! 
dear  what  shall  I  do  I 
od^  coming  to  marry 
body  coming  to  woo. 

time  that  I  went  to  my  prayer^, 
irayM  for  half  a  day, 


Come  crifple,  come  lame,  come  bllndi 
come  somebody,  take  roe  away. 
Tor  its  O  dear,  &c. 

My  father's  a  hedger  and  ditcher, 
my  mother  does  nothing  b\it  spin^ 

And  I  am  a  handsome  young  girl, 
but  the  money  comes  slowly  in, 
For  its  O  dear,  Ac 

• 

They  say  I  am  beautious  and  fair, 
they  say  I  am  scornful  and  proud ; 

Aias !  I  must  now  despair, 
ioT  ah !  I  am  grown  very  old. 
For  its  O  dear,  &g. 

And  noy^  I  must  die  an  old  maid, 
O  dear,  how  shockbig  a  thoughtl 

And  all  my  beauty  must  fade, 
but  Vm  sure  it  is  not  my  own  fault. 
For  its  O  dear,  &c. 


FINIS. 
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